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with red velvet, place a swansdown cushion under her head,
and turn a few pages.
But at the end of half an hour, perhaps an hour, she put the
book down. She rose, seized a pencil, notebooks, scientific
manuals: she would work now, as was her habit, until two or
three o'clock in the morning.
When Eve came in she would see the light in her mother's
study through the round window on a narrow corridor; she
crossed the corridor and pushed at the door. ...
The spectacle was the same every night. Mme Curie,
surrounded by papers, calculating rulers, and monographs, was
seated on the floor. She had never been able to get used to
working in front of a desk, installed in an arm-chair according
to the tradition of "thinkers." She had to have limitless space to
spread out her documents and her sheets of graphs.
She was absorbed in a difficult theoretical calculation, and
although she had noticed her daughter's return, she did not lift
her head. Her brows frowned and her face was preoccupied.
A notebook was on her knees. She scribbled signs and
formulae on it. From her lips escaped a murmur.
Mme Curie was pronouncing figures and numbers in an
undertone. And like the little girl of sixty years ago in the
arithmetic class at Mile Sikorska's school, this professor at the
Sorbonne was counting in Polish. ...